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by Irvinc Browns : being a rythmic rec- 
ord of various thoughts, fancies, and ad- 
ventures while a-collecting ; & a recount- 
ing of sundry hair-breadth ‘scapes in 
the imminent deadly auction room. The 
work comprises fifty-eight poems—of no 
interest to people who buy books merely 
to read. ¢ The edition consists of Eight 
Hundred and Fifty copies on “ What- 
man,” hand illumined. Price, Five Dol- 
lars each. Twenty-four copies on Japan 
Vellum, Ten Dollars each. ¢ The Roy- 


crofters have taken much quiet joy in 
doing these Ballads into a Book,—the 
text being so different, and the author 
everywhere beloved by all whe hate a pa- 


per-knife. Address, THe ROYCROFTERs, 
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To ATLANT 
ASHEVILLE, 


AND THE RESORTS OF 
Florida, Georgia and Nort! arolina 
NOW ON SALE AT LOWEST RATES. 
GOOD on all trains, including the 
BLACK 
DIAMOND 
EXPRESS 
Between 
Buffalo & New York & Philadelphia. 


(WEEK DAYs) 


Handsomest Train 
in the World, 





Full information, maps, etc., of Cuba, 
Porto Rico and the West Indies. 





The Exclusive Through Car Lines 
of the... 
LEHIGH VALLEY R.R 
Between Buffalo and Philadelphia and Washington 


offer advantages to the traveler enjoyed 
by no other route. 


But One Change « Cars to Fk 


BUFFALO OFFICE, 223 Main 8t. 
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Adv.—‘‘A MESSAGE TO GARCIA,”’ 
an insignificant article, first published 
in the March “ Philistine,’ caused the 
edition to be exhausted within three 
days after publication. We then print- 
ed one thousand copies of the article 
in booklet form to ‘bridge over.’’ 
These were taken in a week. We 
next printed five thousand and since 
then have issued ten thousand copies 
that have gone in lots of from a dozen 
to five hundred—bought by employ- 
ers who gave them out as missionary 
tracts among their workmen. A new 
edition is now ready on Holland hand- 
made paper, one large illumined ini- 
tial, price roc each, or $10.00 per hun- 
dred. Address, The Roycrofters, East 
Aurora, New York. 





ENGLISH DICTIONARIES bought, sold, 
traded and leased. PHILO-PURCHASING 
EXCHANGE, 1,444 Broadway, New York. 
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Little Journeys to the Homes of 
Eminent Painters 


By Elbert Hubbard. Series of 1899 comprises 


Michael Angelo Rembrandt 

Rubens Meissonier 

Titian Anthony Van Dyck 
Fortuny Ary Scheffer 

Jean Francois Millet Joshua Reynolds 
Landseer Gustave Dore 


Each number contains a portrait. The price of 
the series of twelve monthly numbers is $1.00, 
and for single copies, 10 cents. 


Little Journeys to the Homes of 


Famous Women 160. With portraits. 
Good Men and Great {2 Vols. . . $3.50 
American Authors } 16 . With portraits. 
American Statesmen {2 Vols. . . 93.50 
Or4Vols.inabox ..... . 97.00 
Also sold separately,each . . . $1.75 
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East Aurora, 
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The following Roycroft Books 


are out of print: 


ORIGINAL 

Price 

1— The Song of Songs, - - $ 2.00 
2—The Book of Ecclesiastes, - 2.00 
3—Art and Life, by Vernon Lee, 5.00 
4—The Legacy, by Elbert Hubbard, 3.00 
5—Ruskin-Turner, - - . - §.00 


6—Upland Pastures, by Adeline Knapp, 2.00 
7—Love Ballads of the 16th Century, 2.00 


40 copies hand illumined, ~ 5.00 
8—In the Track of the Book-Worm, by 
Irving Browne, - - - 2.00 


24 copies on Whatman,hand illum'd, 10.00 
9—The Book of Job, - - . - 5.00 
No.’s 1 to 40 specially illumined, 10.00 
10- -Sesame & Lilies, by John Ruskin, 5.00 
No.’s 1 to 40 specially illumined, 10.00 
11—The Deserted Village, by Goldsmith, 5.00 
Nine copies specially illumined, _ 10.00 
12—Hand and Brain: a symposium of 
Essays, - ° 7 - - 2.00 
13—As It Seems to Me, Elbert Hubbard, 2.50 
Forty copies on Whatman, - 10.00 
14—A Dream of John Ball, Wm. Morris, 2.00 
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BACK NUMBERS 
OF THE PHILISTINE: 


ONE VOLUME IN A BOOK: 
VOLUME I, SCARCE, $2.00 


VOLUME Il, 2.00 
VOLUME Ill, ~ 2.00 
VOLUME IV, 1.00 
VOLUME V, 1.00 
VOLUME VI, 1.00 
VOLUME Vii, 1.00 
VOLUME VIII, 1.00 
(Worn Hranoei rl On receipt of Ten 
\Ar" +e 5 oe BUN B08 


Dollars to pay for 
a Life Membership in the American Academy 
of Immortals, we record the new member’s 
name on the Great Roster (in colors) and send 
gratis, express prepaid, the eight bound vol- 
umes of the Philistine named above. We alse 
send the member one of each bound volume as 
they come out and a copy of the Magazine es 
issued Every Little While, for ninety-nine 
years—but no longer @ Address, 


The Bursar of The Philistines, 
East Aurora, N. Y. 


* A’very sudden and unexpected 

dash to get in before St. Peter 

closes the gate, has cleaned us out of VOL. 

NO. ONE, with several applicants over, yam- 

mering at the bars. We, however, still have a 

few of the other Volumes left. [No number of 
the Philistine will be re-printed.} 
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F mf ITCHBURG RAILROAD. 


HOOSAC TUNNEL ROUTE. 

A FIRST CLASS ROUTE SETWEEN 
Chicago, St. Louis, Niagara Falls, Buffalo 
& Boston, and all New England Cities 
with Through Sleeping Cars. 
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THE ROYCGROFTERS 


are daily in receipt of letters reading 
thus, “ Please mail cat., naming best dis- 
count to dealers” * * * * And so it 
may not be amiss to here say, The Roy- 
crofters do not give discounts to any 
one, all their wares being strictly net. 
Further, they do not solicit the patron- 
age of dealers or agents. The Roycroft- 
ers make only a few books, and have no 
desire to encroach on the preserve of 
Col. Dillingham, Mr. F. Tennyson Neely, 
or Rand, McNally & Co. The few books 
made by the Roycrofters are quickly 
taken by Book-Lovers, and if you want 
Roycroft books you have to write direct 
to East Aurora for them. 4 East Aurora 
is now a money order postoffice, and in 
spite of Mr. Howells’ assertion that there 
is no such place, it can be located on 
most maps. The Roycrofters are al- 
ways glad to send their books to the 
Faithful “ on suspicion,”—a postal card 
will do it. Address, THz RoycrorrTers 


Fast Aurora, N. Y. 
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THE PHILISTINE 


WEARINESS. 


It takes the Zeal out of my Work, 
The Pleasure from my Play 
To think that I must Wash my Face, 
And Dress myself each Day. 
—J. Maverick Jackson. 


> 
THE FROGS. 


FTEN of a moonlight night, and es- 
pecially before rain, I hear the prim- 
eval minstrelsy of the frogs from my 
bedroom window ®& Their music soft- 

ened by distance, rises pleasantly from the 
shadowy ditches or the reedy pool in the silver- 
gtay fields. Before I fall asleep it invariably 
transports me in spirit to the topsy-turvy land 
known to geografers as China ; and there curi- 
ously enuf, I find myself in interesting if some- 
what mixt company, to-wit, those gentle souls 
who loved bird, fish & insect, beast & reptile— 
the ancient Greek Pythagoras, St. Cuthbert of 
Lindisfarne, St. Guthlac of Crowland, St. Hugh 
of Lincoln, St. Francis, the Vicar of Morwen- 
stow, Mr. Morris who wrote the “‘ History of 
British Birds,”’& the Governor of the Treaty port 
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of Wingpo. Of these all but the last are familiar 
enuf to us. 

We know how they loved the “ younger broth- 
ers” and sisters, and with what almost human 
intelligence the wild creatures in fur, feathers, 
and scales responded to their affection @ But 
who was the Governor of Ningpo ? 

Alas! I know the worthy Mandarin but by his 
title. He may be Governor no longer; he may 
have even departed from the Flowery Land of 
colored buttons, pig tails, & the crushed feet 
called “ golden lilies ” & have joined the circle 
of unseen ancestors ; but it is to me a delightful 
thing to remember that when he ruled in the 
Treaty port, four years ago, he issued to the 
agricultural population in his district a procla- 
mation which would have charmed Aristo- 
phanes, and which gives him a place in the 
brotherhood ef saints to which I have just re- 
ferred U® 

Of the literary quality of the proclamation we 
Occidentals are, of course, unable to form any 
opinion, but the passages which have been ren- 
dered into English are probably unique in the 
history of civic and rural administration. The 
decree related rather to the preservation of 
animal life than to the reprobation of cruelty 
te animals—two ideas which seem te be by ne 
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means correlated in the Celestial mind—and in 
the opening portion the Governor took under 
his august protection what Aristophanes calls 
“the marshy offspring of the fountains,’ in 
the following quaintly rustic strain :— 

» “ Frogs are produced in the midst of your 
fields. Altho they are little things, yet they are 
small human beings in form § They cherish a 
life-long attachment to their natal soil, and at 
night they melodiously sing in concert with 
clear voices. 

‘* Moreover, they protect your crops by eating 
locusts, thus deserving the gratitude of the 
people. 

“Why go after dark with lanterns, skeming 
to capture the harmless & useful things ? Altho 
they may be nice flavoring for your rice, it is 
heartless to flay them. 

“Henceforth it is forbidden to buy or sell them, 
& those who do so will be severely punished.” 
What an exquisite picture have we here of 
bucolic life in the Flowery Land! The dusky 
fields, the stillness of the night broken by the 
croaking of the ‘“‘ musical marsh-divers,” the 
pig-tailed, oblique-eyed Chinamen passing @ 
stealthily thru the grass with their many-col- 
ored paper lanterns, while at horne the rice is 
bubbling over the wood fire. 
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These beloved batrachians of the “‘ Great Old 


Father” are the edible frogs (Rane Esculen- 
tz) which are to be found, not only in every 
part of Europe and North America, but also in 
the central belt of Asia as far east as Japan @& 
It is an odd reflection that probably our insular 
antipathy to frogs as aculinary dainty is at- 
tributable to the traditional contempt & scorn 
of all good Englishmen for foreigners, and for 
Frenchmen in particular, rather than to any 
personal objection to the ‘“‘small human beings ”’ 
themselves @ As long ago as 1650 that “‘ ever- 
famous Doctor in Fyzick,’” Thomas Muffett, 
approved of the “ Ranz "as comestibles among 
such living creatures and meats as are neither 
flesh nor fish @ “ Being thruly sodd in oyle, 
salt-water, and vinegar, and eaten with sauce 
made of sweet herbs, onions, & scallions, they 
are,” says he, “‘no bad meat for kolerick young 
men, tho for old and phlegmatick persons 
they are wholly unprofitable.” But even as you 
may take a horse to the water and fail to make 
him drink, so you may enter frogs in your cook- 
ery-book and yet fail to make them palatable. 
@ There seems as little chance of their be- 
coming a popular dish as there is of our sup- 
pressing nausea at the suggestion of curried 
cockchafers, moths on toast, and stag-beetle 
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grubs with wire-worm sauce—all which have 
been enthusiastically commended as delicacies 
worthy of a Lucullus. 

To return to the proclamation, however, let me 
not overlook the appeal, quaintly effective to 
the sensibility of a Chinaman, in the Govern- 
or’s allusion to the life-long attachment of the 
mortals of the marsh to their native soil (and 
water). The strongest sentiments in the Celes- 
tial’s heart appear to be filial piety, and love of 
the land of his birth—even of the little upland 
village where he saw the light. “‘ If he who at- 
tains to honors and wealth never returns to 
his native place,” saith the proverb, “he is like 
a finely-dressed person walking in the dark.” 
What is it but a barren and hollow success 
after all? Gp 

The family and the local home are woven up 
with each other. The souls of the departed, as 
M. Simon tells us, have their memories & still 
love. United with the other souls of the house, 
and awaiting the time of reappearance on earth, 
they hover over the incarnate family, and suffer 
and rejoice with it. There is no penalty in this 
world more severe than exclusion from the 
home circle. Driven from the domestic hearth, 
the Chinaman goes, “lost in the crowds of the 
seaports, ready to undertake the most painful 
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labors, indifferent to all except the fixed idea of 
gaining rehabilitation by his toil.’”’ # When the 
emigrant, thousands of miles away from home, 
finds his burden too heavy to be endured, he 
has recourse to suicide as a speedy way of re- 
turn to the bosom of his kinsfolk. 

It was not, however, merely that the “small 
human beings in form” should be allowed to 
lift up their clear voices in the star-lit fields 
with impunity that the Governor of Ningpo is- 
sued his decree. He had a tender word for the 
welfare of certain feathered people :— 

‘* Sparrows, again, sing at their season sweetly 
in the trees % They are not like wolves, tigers, 
or leopards, which may take to injuring men 
when they grow large # Why go out with nets 
to catch them from the hills and woods ? 

** Know that for the strong to slay the feeble for 
food is the way of wild beasts and rapacious 
birds. Resist the lust of your mouths & bellies 
for savoury meats, & act in unison with heaven, 
which loves to preserve life. 

‘‘ Both these sorts of creatures you are forbid- 
den to catch from henceforth % Do not flatter 
yourselves that after this warning the punish- 
ment for disobedience will be mild.” 

The sparrow—the unrepentant assassin of the 
redbreast of medisval story, the wanton pil- 
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ferer en whese behalf hardly a good werd was 
spoken befere the Royal Commission on Wild 
Birds—appears to have somehow won himself 
a nook in the hearts of divers holy and remark- 
able men # Once upon a time Pythagoras 
bought from the bird-catchers a score or so of 
the flippant marauders & gave them their free- 
dom ; and when St. Cuthbert rebuked them for 
pulling to pieces the thatch on his guest-house 
in the Farne Islands, they made peace with him 
by bringing some lard to grease the shoes of 
his visitors. Why the genial Governor should 
have taken them under his patronage—unless 
it were thru the pure perversity of benevolence 
—it would be difficult to guess @ This, how- 
ever, is immaterial; what one would like to 
know is the vague penalty for disobedience 
disguised in the warning that the punishment 
will not be mild. 

What is a mild punishment in China? One reads 
among the lenient inflictions for minor offences 
of such playful penalties as kneeling on a coiled 
chain or broken crokery, squeezing of fingers or 
ankles in a sort of bamboo vice, flogging thru 
the streets, the left foot and right hand of the 
delinquent being secured in a kind of portable 
stocks. More abominable than these to a Eu- 
ropean mind are the “ cangue”’ or wooden col- 
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lar, which prevents the wearer from feeding 
himself, & the upright cage, thru a hole in the 
top of which the offender’s head protrudes, and 
which is just high enuf to allow the tips of his 
toes to touch the ground. Yet even “cangue”’ 
and cage may be too humane to be classed 
among the punishments that are not mild, for 
it appears that they are both inflicted, and not 
infrequently, for very insignificant offences. 

® Strange to think that a beautifully idyllic 
proclamation, breathing the most gracious af- 
fection for the little wild creatures of wood and 
field, should deal so ruthlessly, so callously 
with human flesh and blood ! ® But China was 
ever a land of topsy-turviness @ As Guthlac & 
Francis began with the love of man & finisht 
with the love of dumb creatures, is it not quite 
in keeping in a country where the needle 
points to the south, where the place of honor 
is on the left hand and the seat of intellect is 
in the stomach, where to take off your hat is an 
insolent gesture, & to wear white garments is 
to put yourself into mourning, the benevolent 
should begin with the love of frog and sparrow 
—with a possibility, let us hope, of ending with 
a sense of human suffering and a horror of 
torture ? -—® 

» A traveler in Foochow, some three hundred 
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miles south of Ningpo, relates that on the shore 
of a pleasant lake outside the gates of Lienki- 
ang there is an ancient tomb guarded by two 
colossal statues, the one of a military, the other 
of a civil dignitary, which stand facing each 
other. These giant figures have remained there 
thru so many generations, they have absorbed 
the sunshine of so many summers, have for 
such an immemorial succession of years been 
Known to every star 
And every wind that blows, 

that they have ceast to be mere stone. They 
have become “‘ling.”’ The spirit of nature has 
slowly filtered into their rocky bosoms; they 
have become part and parcel of the soul of 
the soul of things. They possess a sort of ele- 
mental life and power which, in the case of at 
least one of them, responds to the appeals of 
mankind % ® 

The quaint oriental face of the civil Mandarin 
gazes dreamily into the west, & doubtless has 
drawn from the pathos of ancient sunsets and 
the low lights of the after-glow a special ten- 
derness of heart. To him in their trouble come 
unhappy wives,disappointed husbands,despair- 
ing lovers. While their incense rises in wreaths 
about his benevolent head, into his reticent, 
sympathetic ears of stome, they whisper their 
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serrows—softly, discreetly, lest his stern mili- 
tary colleague overhear. 

Whether my Governor of Ningpo be alive and 
encompassed with the yellow dragons of great 
honor, or dead and laid to rest, I like to im- 
agine for him a future similar to that of the 
civil Mandarin by the lake of Lienkiang ® I 
would have his effigy hewn out of collossal 
granite, & it should be turned to the west, the 
goal of human yearning, whether in modern 
cities or in the record of ethnic migrations  ® 
When the elements had made him wise and he 
had learned humanity as well as tenderness 
for the lower creatures, he should become 
“ling,” with the power to help mankind @ And 
on the base of the statue I would engrave, “‘ Ye 
are of more value than many sparrows.” 

—Ethelline York. 
5 

Heart to Heart Talks with Grown-Ups 
by the Pastor of His Flock & & & 


N eight-year-old girl in East Aurora 
was required by her teacher to write 
a composition, and the next day hand- 

“= ed in the following brief but startling 

romance : 

‘* Onee there was a poor young man who was 
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in leve with a Rich Girl, whese mether had a 
large Candy Store. The poor young man wanted 
to marry the candy lady’s daughter, but he was 
too poor to buy the Furniture. One day a Bad 
Man offered him twenty-five dollars to become 
a drunkard. The poor young man was dreadful- 
ly tempted, because be wanted to be rich enuf 
to marry the candy lady’s daughter. But when 
he got to the saloon door with the Bad Man he 
said: ‘I will not break my pledge, even to be 
rich @ Get thee behind me Satan.’ So he went 
home and on the way he found a pocket-book 
with one hundred million dollars in it. So he 
went and told the candy store lady’s daughter 
and they were married. They had a lovely wed- 
ding, and the next day they had twins. Thus 
you see that Virtue is its own reward.” 


> 

HERE it goes again! 

It was not so very long ago that a set 
of the Ultra-Fashionable gave a Din- 

ner at the St. Denis Tavern, New 
York, in honor of Tolstoy @ While the speech- 
making & the mirth were at their height it was 
suggested that a telegram of greeting be sent 
to the eld man who kept famine at bay by es- 





171 











tablishing soup houses throughout Russia—thke 
man who is endeavoring to live the literal 
Christ-life g@ Here is the message of glad tid- 
ings which was sent: 

One Hundred American Gentlemen dining in 
your honor. 

® And now comes to me the invitation to join 
the organization which calls itself ‘‘ The Hun- 
dred Year Club: For the study of Longevity 
in its various phases : # Mental, Physical and 
Spiritual.” 

In the prospectus it is stated that each member 
desires and expects to live one hundred years. 
To the prospectus is pinned an invitation for 
me to attend a Banquet of the Club at the Wal- 
dorf- Astoria. 

>» A glance at the long list of names of well 
known New-Yorkers on back of the prospectus 
reveals several who took part in the Tolstoy 
Feed, & who later presented Teddy Roosevelt 
the famous statuette of “‘ The Broncho Buster.” 
#@ Now what must I say to my good friends 
who start out to live a hundred years, and be- 
gin with a Stag Party at the Waldorf-Astoria ? 
® Shall I join them or shall I not? 

Shall I follow the East Aurora custom of going 
to bed at dark and getting up at cock-crow— 
eating plain food, working several hours a day 
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in the open air, my only dissipation going te 
prayer meeting Wednesday evenings—or shall 
I follow a bell-wether in a claw-hammer coat 
at the Waldorf-Astoria ? 

I’m not sure, but I think Ali Baba can give 
these Scientific Students of Longevity all the 
aces in the pack and beat them at their own 
game. 

I do not care to lay myself liable to prosecution 
by the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Children, so I ’ll deal gently with my friends 
who are hot after the honors of a century run. 
® To think of living a hundred years and din- 
ing at the Waldorf-Astoria Every Little While 
would make a sensible man look upon Death 
as a welcome deliverer. 

And the best way of which I know to hasten 
the coming of Death is to dine at the Waldorf- 
Astoria. 

The Waldorf-Astoria is the world’s great Tem- 
ple of Mammon. 

I have seen the Capitals of Europe and know 
the barbaric splendor of Monte Carlo, but the 
respectable lust of the Waldorf-Astoria, the hot 
unrest of the place, reeking with the feverish 
breath of Death— fizikal, moral and spiritual, 
sink the palmy days of Mr. Nero, the violinist, 
into nothingness. 
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I was shown suites of rooms in the Waldorf- 
Astoria that cost $200.00 a day. Cigars are fifty 
cents each, whiskey is the same price, wine is 
ten dollars a bottle, & to tip a waiter with less 
than a one-spot brands you as a jay. 
Waldorf-Astoria guests sleep only in the fore- 
noon, & all night long waiters glide thru its long 
halls over velvet carpets carrying bottled death. 
Flunkeys flunk at the Waldorf-Astoria without 
ceasing. 

The air reeks with the fumes of wine, flowers, 
patchuli and the faint lascivious odor of musk. 
@ When you dine at the Waldorf-Astoria you 
peck at forty dishes and mouse over and waste 
enuf food to feed a family of ten. 

The women you see in the dining rooms and 
parlors are Payne’s gray in complexion, when 
not illumined by hand; & their ghastly efforts 
to be giddy and gay fill one with that cold stor- 
age feeling. Diamonds glitter in the ears, on 
scrawny bosoms, and jewelry of incalculable 


value decks the fingers and forms of both men _ 


and women. 

The safe in the Waldorf-Astoria constantly 
holds valuables belonging to the guests to the 
value of from two to ten million dollars ; and I 
was told of a lady guest who sends down to the 
office at twe o'clock each morning a garter 
174 























XUM 


studded with pearls that are insured for forty 
thousand dollars. The garter is put in the safe 
& reposes there until the next morning at ten, 
when a Pinkerton Detective restores it to its 
place of utility # The landlord said he would 
show me the garter, for the lady who owned the 
bauble had just been taken to the hospital that 
she might have the operation of ovarotomy 
performed. 

There is neither peace nor happiness nor kind- 
ness nor love at the Waldorf-Astoria—this you 
know when you look into the faces of those 
who live there. 

Ignorance & arrogance vie with each other, and 
all you behold is rivalry, jealousy, ambition, af- 
fectation & sordid greed ; & if you are clairvoy- 
ant you discover the place is full of dead men’s 
bones we, 

All the men over forty I saw in the Waldorf- 
Astoria appeared to me as if they had gout at 
one end, paresis at the other, with Bright’s Dis- 
ease in the middle. F 

In order that the PHILISTNE magazine may 
be edited properly up to the 99-year limit, I 
think I will not dally in the ways that lead to 
the Waldorf-Astoria. 


fc 
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HE “Ram’s Horn” is the only relig- 
ious newspaper in the world that is a- 
vowedly humoreus. Just how the doc- 
trine that Jesus Christ died to save 
sinners can be made funny would be rather ap- 

palling to most good people, but the ram’s horn 
man is undaunted. Yet the ram’s horn gentle- 
man is funniest when serious, & when trying to 

be funny he is often pathetic. 

For instance, on one page of a recent issue I 

see the startling scare heads in awful black, 

“ Prepare to meet your God” # On turning the 

leaf we behold the legend: **‘ Beecham’s Pills— 

Annual sales over 6,000,000 boxes.”’ 

Geo. P. Rowell & Co. sent the Beecham ad. to 

the “‘ Christian Science Journal” with an order 

to give it a full page and run it for a year ® I 

believe the electrotype was returned. 

The Horn, tho, seems to decline no orders for 

advertising space. Not only is the ram humor- 

ous, but he is venially mercenary. He runs just 
as many columns of advertisements as he does 
reading matter; and on perusing these notices 
one is in doubt whether the ram wishes to save 
souls so much as he wants to damn bodies @ 

The religion taught by the ram is of the mate- 

rialistic sort that is supposed to appeal to the 

agrarian population; and the advertisements 
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are the kind that catch the eye of those worn 
with the battle of life, perplext with strife and 
sick at heart. The wording of the advertisements 
is calculated to make even a strong man believe 
he has every disease mentioned. 

My belief is that this ram’s horn is only a 
crooked skeme te butt silver coin out of the 
pockets of foolish people # In the editorials 
there is twice as much hell and damnation as 
glad tidings of great joy ;& the advertisements 
can be guessed when I set down the first lines 
of eighteen of them, nothing extenuating and 
setting down naught in malice @ I quote from 
the issue of March 4th, 1899. 

1. Skin Book Free... 

(This probably refers to the bound volume of 
the Ram’s Horn.) # ® 

2. Cures all Scrofulous Humours, Influenza & 
Bronchitis ... 

3. Good Cod Liver Oil is not sold in bulk... 

. Beecham’s Pills... 

Send one dollar and secure... 

Makes Hens Lay... 

. The Ideal Sight Restorer... 

. Consumption Cured... 

9. Bright’s Disease and Diabetes... 

10. Cured of drinking—mixed in his coffee with- 
out his help or knowledge... 
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11. Morphine and Opium Habit... 
12. Sure Cure for Catarrh mailed free... 

13. Consumption the Great White Plague... 
14. The danger of a Cough... 

15. Rheumatism & Sleeplessness cured by the 
Jimson Bed Caster... 

16. Natural Body Brace... 

17. All Bladder difficulties permantly cured... 
18 Lucky ring free: A harbinger of good for- 
tune and a dispeller of evil... 

» Perhaps I need not add that this mixture of 
maudlin religion & medica] flim-flam is pub- 
lished in Chicago. A statement on the first page 
says “Down with the Saloon—this paper » 
stands for Christian Temperance!” 

But the kantankerous old buck sheep who edits 
this Christian Temperance newspaper is seem- 
ingly all unaware that a man with a taste for 
strong drink is in no worse position than one 
who is a patent-medicine fiend. 

There is only one advertisement in the ram’s 
horn that I care to refer to in detail. And that 
is the advertisement of Dr. J. W. Haines, 82 
Glenn Building, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

® Dr. Haines has a remedy that he supplies to 
women so they can cure their husbands of the 
drink habit. It is a sort of “love potion” & is 
te be used by stealth. In order that Dr. Haines, 
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the ram's horn and other papers—religious and 
ethical—that are running Dr. Haines ad., may 
be treated with perfect fairness, I copy the prin- 
cipal part of the announcement entire: 


CURED OF DRINKING! 


A Woman’s Secret Method Whereby She 
Cured Her Husband Who Was A 
Terrible Drunkard : 

Mixed a Remedy in His Coffee and Food and 
Cured Him Without His Help or Knowledge. 


It takes a woman to overcome obstacles. Mrs. 
Chas. W. Harry, 920 York Street, Newport, @ 
Ky., had for years patiently borne the disgrace, 
suffering, misery and privation due to her hus- 
band’s drinking habits # Learning there was a 
cure for drunkenness which she could give her 
husband secretly, she decided to try it @ She 
mixed it in his food & coffee and as the remedy 
is odorless and tasteless he never knew what 
it was that so quickly relieved the craving for 
liquor. He soon began to pick up flesh, his ap- 
petite for solid food returned, he stuck to his 
work regularly and now they have a happy 
home # # 

That a woman can sprinkle a little white pow- 
der in her husband’s soup and thereby change 
the entire nature of the man there is no doubt 
—in a horn. 

But what kind of a crooked old religious ram’s 
horn is an editor who will sell his columns 
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to further the idea that a woman can dope her 
husband’s food with success ? @ Teaching silly 
women that peace can be gained by trickery ! 
It ’s the first lesson in the making of a Lucretia 
Borgia. A domestic peace gained by duplicity 
is built over a thinly covered crater # Beneath 
is lurid hell. 

Secrecy and stealth have no place in a happy 
home, and any woman who hopes or expects to 
gain the favor of her husband by drugging him 
has started well on the road to perdition. 
There is only one policy of conduct that will 
work in marriage, and that is the plan of truth 
& confidence. Secrets between a man & woman 
who live in one house lead to distrust, suspi- 
cion, hate & death—moral and spiritual % No 
man, high or low, igmorant or learned, is ever 
willing to, or can forgive a crime so savoring of 
the tenderloin, as mixing a medicine by stealth 
in his food ®%& When he finds out the facts he 
will hate the woman who did it to the day of 
her death and fear her like night-shade. 

How church members can take a paper which 
recommends marital duplicity, & read its vile 
announcements without a blush—-still retaining 
confidence in its pious editor—only reveals the 
quality of mind that sends missionaries to India 
and congratulates itself on having a monopoly 
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of truth. To say that America is a Christian 
Nation is a piece of the most biting irony. As 
a people our lives are built on duplicity, trickery 
and fraud; and only as we turn about and work 
for simplicity, frankness & shining truth can 
we hope for salvation either in this world or 
the world to come, 


» 


m HIGHLY connected Lady of Position 
}and good family would receive a 
| Wealthy Young Lady of commercial 
| parentage wishing to marry brilliant- 
ly and requiring tone & finish for such 
a | position; valuable help as to style, tone and 
attractiveness would be given. Address Chap- 
erone, care Hotel Savoy. 


The above advertisement, clipped from the 
‘London Chronicle,” brings up several in- 
teresting questions. I am not sure that I know 
what style and tone are ; but attractiveness is 
my hold. I can spot it from afar @ The Adv. 
seems to infer that women of ‘“ commercial 
parentage” are not attractive @ I am sure this 
is a mistake, altho it may be they sometimes 
lack tone and finish. 

® It would be entertaining, methinks, to see 
the Well-Connected Old Thing applying her 
tone & finish to a daughter of commercial par- 
entage. I wonder if she does it with a broom ! 
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WISH te say a few words about the 
gentleman who has his picture taken 
with a muskalonge. He is in evidence 
in all pictorial family papers ; but the 
worst cMlender i in catering to his vanity is the 
‘“* Buffalo Illustrated Express.” ‘“‘ The Express ” 
will never go to press without its bull-head & 
muskalonge—it is a superstition of the Editor. 
® Sometimes, however, Mr. Severance, the 
Editor, is unable to secure the the smug, smil- 
ing, self-satisfied face of a bull-head that suits ; 
or the muskalonge is a trifle small, and then 
the Editor has to do with a man holding up 
a string of fifty-one dead quail. 

The man killed the quail # He is very proud 
of his prowess. As a killer he is a great success. 
He wants the world to know of what he has 
done, and so he calls in the village fotografer, 
or if there is no local Fotografic Artist, the 
Station Agent has a kodak. 

» And so the killer being duly posed with gun 
in hand, the picture is taken and sent to Mr. 
Severance of the “‘Express,” and Mr. Sever- 
ance waxes exceeding gleeful—rubbing his 
hands in joy. 

Every fourth Lord’s Day Mr. Severance shows 
two stout men in high rubber boots, with a 
dead deer at their feet # The men usually rest 
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the right foot on the dead animal & with rifles 
ready, look off to the north-east. To have your 
picture taken with the corpse of an animal you 
have deprived of life is the thing desired. 
Occasionally Mr. Severance is unable to get a 
sure-enuff dead deer, so he has had one stuft 
that he keeps in a closet under the editorial 
stairs, and drags out when the hour for going 
to press approaches & no Buckwheat fotograf 
has come to hand @ The foreman of the com- 
posing room poses for the killer, holding Mr. 
Severance’s rifle ata stiff angle of forty-five 
degrees HH 

Landseer, the artist, used to play many pranks 
in painting dogs and donkeys, but when he 
portrayed deer, he infused a subtle, human 
quality into the countenance of the gentle an- 
imal. The deer has a look of innocence, intelli- 
gence, and withal a grandeur that beams out of 
its limpid brown eyes, and in these brown eyes 
Landseer put a half-pathetic look that foretold 
the end. 

That the deer regards man asa destroyer & flees 
in wild alarm at his approach, iscomment enuf 
on our treatment of the beautiful animal. 

® To kill one of these gentle, innocent creat- 
ures we regard as a great feat ; to look down a 
rifle barrel into the wide-epen eyes of a doe & 
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send a bullet crashing thru her skull, means a 
matter of pride and—your picture in the “ Sun- 
day Express.”’ 
Wy Wa SHORT time ago a Countryman was 
ya | visiting the Boston Public Library @ 
1 As he stood looking upon the work of 
* Puvis de Chevannes, two Ladies who 
showed by their dress and manner tbat they 
were Bostonese, unmistakably, also looked on. 
® Finally one of the Ladies strayed over to the 
room where Abbey’s “ Holy Grail” is shown, 
& the Countryman heard her call to her friend, 
thus: ‘“‘ Mary, Mary, come over here—this wall 
is papered, too!” 


WENT all occurred on a quiet Saturday even- 
| ing when, as Dickens says, the cricket 

got a hustle on. But there is no tea- 
===. kettle business in this. The party of 
the second part is achoir, a Church Choir, be- 
loved and feared of every clergyman who loves 
peace and hates a basso as he does the Devil. 
@ The Woman passed the church where this 
Choir was tuning it up lively ; not knowing any 
thing about music, she passt slowly # Then 
she tripped on some ways to the house of a 
friend whe was sitting on the veranda ® Now, 
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near this house the Crickets were having a Ball 
and fiddling away just as tho the three Sun- 
day stars were not visible. As the Woman sat 
down she said, referring to the Choir which 
could still be heard faintly in the distance, 
** How plainly we can hear them to-night” @ 
Perhaps the friend may have been thinking of 
the Crickets, for she replied, ‘“‘ Yes, & the funny 
part of the whole thing is, it is said they make 
i that noise with their hind legs.” 





NEVER yet met, nor received a letter, 
nor heard of a person who was shockt 
by anything he saw in the PHILIS- 
TINE Magazine. I have, however, re- 
ceived a great many letters & have seen many 
people who were afraid some one else would be 
shockt ; and sometimes the fear has been that 
if the other fellow knew the other was not 
shockt he would be @ Then in a few instances 
I have interviewed the person who it was sup- 
posed would be shockt; and he, personally, 
was immensely pleased with what he read, but 
entertained toward the other fellow the same 
suspicious fear and doubt that the other fellow 
held toward him. 

@ This reminds me of two Baptist Clergymen 
who once met on a railroad train, each a long 
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way from home. After visiting some little time 
in a stiff, formal, commonplace way, one looked 
cautiously about and then whispered, “I say, 
Brother, there ’s no one listening, let ’s talk to 
each other just as we really feel.” 


PWR. James King Hand, the successful 
| Skunk Farmer and operator in Tea- 
 " zie, sends in the following instructive 
ivi bit He» 


It was Pentecost in Washington ; the Reverend 
T. DeWitt 

Had decided on a sermon which he knew would 
make a hit 

On the subject of redemption, thru an Everlast- 
ing Love, 

And he chose his text: ‘“‘ The Holy Ghost de- 
scended as a dove.” 

So to make it more impressive, he had bribed 
one Pat Magee 

To hide behind the organ, where the people 
could n’t see, 

With a snow-white dove beside him, which 
Magee was told to throw 

O’er the congregation’s head when Talmage 
first began to blow— 

And the signal to be given, so he would n’t be 
perplext 

Was the sentence to be spoken as the Doctor 
read his text. 

The plate was passed ; but lightly filled; the 
Pastor then arose, 
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With wild gesticulation, as he pranced upen 
his toes, 

And he banged the pulpit Bible, & he whackt 
the pulpit rail 

And he howled aloud invectives, ’till the sin- 
ners ’gan to quail, 

Until finally exhausted, he in quiet accents 
read: 

““¢And the Holy Ghost decended as a dove ’— 
my text” he said, 

Then glanced aloft where Pat was hid, await- 
ing for the cue, 

But the tableau failed to work ; no bird appear- 
ed in view. 

Then once again he yelled his text in tones to 
wake the dead, 

That echoed & re-echoed in the rafters over- 
head. 

At last! he got a rise from Pat, awaiting in the 
loft, 

He leaned far out, & once or twice he then dis- 
creetly coughed. 

“The Tom he’s ate the Howly Ghost,” in sol- 
emn tones said Pat, 

‘‘ What shall I do, yer riverence; will I t’row 
down the cat ?”’ 


ca 

“ge SEE my friend Rev. Dr. James P. 
- © Brady, Ph.D., D.D., LL. D., is about 
3 > to leave Boston @ The Rev. Doc. says 
oe) he has had a Call, and has just got 
to go because it ’s the Voice. 
The Other Phillip Hale, however, says it was 
187 


Si a ee ae a ipa 


ee te 


ee 
Peete Ba rt fay 


THE PHI- 
LISTINE 


just a Plain Scrap with the Choir—and the 
voice referred to is the voice of the contralto. 
On the bulletin board in front of his church the 
out-going pastor has an announcement thus: 
% FAREWELL SERMON BY REV. DR. 
BRADY: 
SUBJECT—HELL ASI HAVE FOUNDIT. 
COME ONE, COME ALL! 
* 
is quite the custom of a certain class 

of 2 x 4 poets to speak on sundry oc- 

casions with contempt for the man of 

business. 
To sneer at commerce marks one as lacking in 
what Herbert Spencer calls “‘ the value sense.” 
% Without commerce, art and literature would 
be impossible # We can do without the poets, 
but we cannot live without commerce # And 
while I freely admit there are many features of 
modern commerce that are open to criticism, 
yet the sneer for the business man is hardly 
in order, since we all wear clothes, eat food, live 
in furnished houses and travel by railway. To 
use all these comforts, & then turn & mistake 
the men who supply them for a door-mat is not 
good taste. 
The worst offender in this way that comes to 
my mind is Percivial Gollard—hack writer for 
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made them— 


ST. JEROME-ROYCROFT 





i>. j ~ | 
is Fair of Andirons, 





all out of good black iron! He 
made them for the big fire-place 
in the Shop, and we all liked 
*em so well we told him to make 
two more pairs. He did so, and 
they are for sale—the loving 
marks of the hammer still upon 
them. 
Size of the larger pair—26 inches 
high, 28 inches deep, weight 
ninety pounds. 

Price, well say $25.00 
Size of the smaller pair, 20 inch- 
es high, 25 inches deep, weight 
sixty pounds. Price, $18.00 
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“Town Topics,” the ‘New York Journal” & 
the “ Utica Globe"’; and general pessimistic, 
pistareen, pismire poet cheap for cash. 

In “ Town Topics ” this P. Bollard tells loftily 
of “the disgusting commercial tendencies of 
America and the coarse, grasping cormorants 
who are at the head of our banks, railroads, & 
business houses.” 

P. Mollared’s logic is worthless, but the man 
himself is valuable—valuable as a horrible ex- 
ample. His name will live, too, for he has failed 
in more business ventures than any man in 
America # He starts magazines, newspapers, 
periodicals, and when they bust (for Jollared’s 
name is failure) there is left behind a train of 
victimized creditors 9 When this poet-rogue 
gets in a tight place he turns a double Arab, 
lands in a new town and lets his creditors sing 
the Deep Sea Chant for the dollars due. 

® P. Sollared’s idea of a friend is one whom he 
can touch for five ; but not getting the five, Pee 
is willing to compromise for a street-car fare 
or a postage stamp.Landlords, grocers, printers, 
tailors, barkeepers howl like a cape of storms 
at the mention of his name. 

Percivle Jollared makes promises all day long, 
with no intention of keeping them. He always 
spends more than he makes—and on all occa- 
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siens waxes merry at the mention of ‘‘ Ameri- 
can Commerce.” 

This P. Rollard is the smallest microbe that 
ever got a free advertisement in the PHILIS- 
TINE, and I only put him on the slide to point 
the moral that the man who sneers at com- 
merce is the one who has just been prodded 
by his landlady and turned down by his tailor. 






¥ 

syHEN in Chicago Mr. Zangwill, being 
i a Jew, was taken by the Smart Set in 
» the Fine Arts Building to see the 

4 Cudahy Packing Establishment. He 
saw pigs jerked to Kingdom-Kum in a jiffy. As 
he looked upon the scene a debutante of mature 
years askt him a question thus: 
“Oh, Mr. Zangwill, how do you like Chicago 
Pork ? "o———>— 
“T like it,” said Mr. Zangwill, ‘‘ much better 
than Chicago Tongue?” 





When the company got back to the Studebaker 

Wagon Factory there was a Function on the 

Tenth Floor, where Mr. Zangwill was allowed 

to see the wheels go ‘round. 

Roswell Field was there. 

Roswell was in search of copy. 

Reswell appreacht the Breamer of the Ghetto 
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where he sat dreaming and said: “I am R. M. 
F., and I wish to ask you, sir, whether you do 
not consider Chicago, as one might say, much 
more of a literary center than New York or Bos- 
ton—may I ask—eh?” 
The Dreamer dreamed on with great heavy 
sorrowful face, not looking to right nor left. 
® Mr. Field repeated his question in a some- 
what louder tone, with mouth about a foot from 
the Dreamer’s ear. 
“Oh, I heard you!” quietly answered the 
Dreamer and dreamed on. 
And out upon the wintry winds snowflakes, 
mingled with soot, dasht dank thru the tangle 
of telegraf wires, and there was only heard the 
soft, purring notes of the brass band playing in 
the Auditorium Dining Room. 
> 

m= ROM recent dispatches in the New 
» © York papers, I see that the yacht, 
| ©) “Flim-Flam,” owned by Dr. R. S. V. 
Pierce, is at Tampa, Florida. 
® Dr. Pierce is a multi-millionaire of Buffalo, 
New York, and his dollars were made by ad- 
vertising and selling ‘“‘A Golden Discovery” 
for Weak Women and Misguided Men. In oall- 
ing his chief source of revenue a Golden Dis- 
covery, the good Docter proved himself te bea 
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THE PHI. mostdaring joker. But when he gave his yacht, 
purchased with funds secured by selling a pat- 
ent medicine, the very suggestive name of ® 
‘“‘Flim-Flam,”’ Doctor Pierce reveals the fact 
that he is the very Touchstone of Irregulars. 
® I have made the Doctor a Life Member of 
the Academy of Immortals, all dues remitted, 
placing his name on the great roster in illu- 
mined colors. ¥ 
S there some one who believes in the 
value of your mission ? Ah, I am glad, 
for without that stimulus you were in 
a sorryplight. Professor Tyndall once 
said the finest inspiration he ever received was 
from an old man who could scarcely read. This 
man acted as his servant §# Each morning the 
old man would knock on the door of the scien- 
tist & call, ‘ Arise, Sir, it is near seven o’clock, 
and you have great work to do to-day!” 


> 

HAT part do you do in making books ?” ; 

askt a smart farmerof Ali Baba when 

W they met one evening at the Tavern. i 
“Holy Smokes, Man! don’t say a 

word,” said Ali Baba, ‘‘ beside being Mascot, 

I’m Bursar to the Phillippine Magazine and 

answer all the dam-fool questions askt by 

farmers !”’ 

192 








XM 











NOW READY: 
Essays oF ELIA: 








NINE HUNDRED & SEVENTY 
NUMBERED COPIES ON KELM- 
SCOTT HAND-MADE PAPER. 
® BOUND IN LIMP CHAMOIS, 
SILK-LINED. PRICE, TWO DOL- 
LARS PER VOLUME. NUMBERS 
ONE TO ONE HUNDRED ARE 
SPECIALLY ILLUMINED ppp 
PRICE, FIVE DOLLARS EACH. 


THE ROYCROFTERS, 
East Aurora, 
N.Y. 
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/-. HE following is a list of Roycroft 
“" Books unsold: only a few copies 
‘ of each being left: * ©) 2 os Oe & 








1—SONNETS FROM THE 
PORTUGUESE $5.00 


a—THE RUBAIYAT OF 
OMAR KHAYYAM $5.00 
Specially hand illumined. 
3—THE DIPSY CHANTY __ $2.50 
Hand illumined. 
4—LITTLE JOURNEYS TO 
HOMES OF FAMOUS 
WOMEN (De luxe edition) $10.00 


5—CONFESSIONS OF AN 
OPIUM EATER $2.00 
6—IN MEMORIAM $2.00 

By Alfred Tennyson. 
The Roycrofters are very glad to send their 
wares to the Elect on inspection. A postal 
card will do it. Address : 
East Aurora, 
N. Y. 
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The Jackson Sanatorium 


AT DANSVILLE, 

Livingston Co., 

New York, 
was established in 1858 on the above motto. Its 
success in restoring to health the people who 


sought its advantages, and in teaching them how 
to live so as to always keep in good health, has 


Cec! eno 


Do not fail to send for the literature of the 
Sanatorium, which gives illustrations of its 
beautiful situation, and fire-preof building, and 
also every information as to terms & methods of 


itmen?t 


Discard the use of Drugs and get well by ABOL- 
ISHING the CAUSE of YOUR ILL HEALTH. 


Address, J. ARTHUR JACKSON, M. D., 
Bex 1880. 
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First printed in the ‘“‘ Philistine ’’ 
for March, caused the edition to 
be exhausted within three days 
after publication. We have re- 
printed the article for the benefit 
of those Discerning Ones who 
appreciate a good thing. It is 
done in booklet form, on Holland 
hand-made paper, with one il- 
lumined initial. Copies of the 
preachment will be sent on re- 
ceipt of five 2-cent stamps, or in 
quantities, say ten dollars per 
hundred. Address the Bursar of 
THE ROYCROFT SHOP, 


East Aurora, 
N. Y. 
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“Four-Crack Series.” 


The New York Central’s books of 
travel : 

These small books are filled with 
information regarding the resorts of 
America, best routes and time re- 
quired for journey, and cost thereof. 
#& Our Illustrated Catalog, a book- 
let of 32 pages, 4 x 8, gives synop- 
sis of contents of each of twenty- 
five books ; this catalog sent free to 
any address on receipt of a postage 
stamp by General Passenger Agent 


GEORGE H. DANIELS, 


Grand Central Sta., 
New York. 
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Before so very longe will be ready 


Pe Ancient (Mariner 
By SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 


DONE INTO A BOOKE BY YE MERRIE 
ROYCROFTERS AT YE ROYCROFT 
SHOP, AT YE SIGN OF YE HIPPOCAM- 
PUS, ADJACENT TO YE DEESTRICK 
ACADEMY FOR YE YOUNGE, WHICH 
IS IN LAST AURORA, YORK STATE. 
P.S.: Various of ye Pictures are did by Hande 
by ye First Ladies of East Aurora ata 
Bee: where ye Ladies were 
kindly supervised by 
Deacon Dens- 
low. 
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VERY SPECIA 
We have the following special- 


ly illumined & bound volumes: 


1.—ART AND LIFE, by Vernon Lee, on Imper- 
ial Japan Vellum, in full Levant, hand tooled 
after a special design, A very sumptuous piece of 
book-making. . . , ‘ $15.00 


2.—RUSKIN-TURNER, on *‘ Whatman,”’ con- 
taning twelve reproductions of Turner master- 
pieces on Japan vellum. Hand illumined, three- 
quarters Levant. . ‘ ‘ - $12.50 


3.-—UPLAND PASTURES—Hand illumined, 
in full Levant, hand tooled after a special design. 
io << «°>s.” & ae 





4.—THE DESERTED VILLAGE, on “‘ What- 
,man.’? Initials drawnin by hand and also various 
water color sketches. A quaint and curious book 
that has no duplicate—bound plainly in boards. 
re i ee er ae ae 
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5.—THE DIPSY CHANTY, and other choice 
poems, by Rudyard Kipling. Hand illumined and 
specially illustrated in original water colors. In 
} limp chamois, silk lined. ‘ . - $5.00 
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MERICAN ACADEMY OF & 
IMMORTALS, otherwise the 
Society of the Philistines. An 

association of Book Lovers & Folks 
who Write, Paint and Dream & Or- 
ganized to further Good-Fellowship 
among men and women who believe 
in allowing the widest liberty to Indi- 
viduality in Thought and Expression. 


Article xii. Sec. 2.—The annual dues shall be 
one dollar. This shall entitle the member to all 
documents issued by the Society, together with 
one copy of the incomparable Philistine Maga- 
zine, monthly, for one year. 


Article xii. Sec. 7.—A Life Membership in the 
Society of the Philistines is Ten Dollars. This 
entitles the member to every number of the 
Philistine Magazine, with bound volumes al- 
ready issued, and that shall be issued, for 
ninety-nine years. 


Article xix. Sec. 4.—The duties of each mem- 
ber shall consist in living up to his highest Ideal 
(as nearly as possible) and attending the An- 
nual Dinner (if convenient). 
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